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dish of fried fish, which Tom, " Bos," and I caught a few steps from my tent last evening.
The other day, on our march from Powder River, I shot an antelope. That night, while sitting round the camp-fire, and while Hughes was making our coffee, I roasted some of the ribs Indian fashion, and I must say they were delicious. We all slept in the open air around the fire, Tom and I under a fly, "Bos" and Autie Reed on the opposite side. Tom pelted "Bos" with sticks and clods of earth after we had retired. I don't know what we would do without "Bos" to tease. . . .
Yesterday Tom and I saw a wild-goose flying over-head quite high in the air. We were in the bushes and could not see each other. Neither knew that the other intended to fire. Both fired simultaneously, and down came the goose, killed. Don't you think that pretty good shooting for rifles?
On our march here we passed through some very extensive Indian villages—rather the remains of villages occupied by them last winter. I was at the head of the column as we rode through one, and suddenly came upon a human skull lying under the remains of an extinct fire. I halted to examine it, and lying near by I found the uniform of a soldier. Evidently it was a cavalry uniform, as the buttons on the overcoat had " C" on them, and the dress-coat had the yellow cord of the cavalry uniform running through it. The skull was •weather-beaten, and had evidently been there several months. All the circumstances went to show that the skull was that of some poor mortal who had been a prisoner in the hands of the savages, and who doubtless had been tortured to death, probably burned. . . .
We are expecting the Josephine to arrive in a day or two. I hope that it will bring me a good long letter from you, otherwise I do not feel particularly interested in her arrival—unless, by good-luck, you should be on board; you might just as well be here as not. . . , I hope to begin another Galaxy article, if the spirit is favorable. . . .
Month of Rosebud, June 21, 1S7G-
. . . Look on my map and you will find our present location on the
Yellowstone, about midway between Tongue River and the Big Horn.
The scouting-party has returned.   They saw the trail and deserted
camp of a village of three hundred and eighty (380) lodges.    The
trail was about one week old.   The scouts reported that they couldis trip to Fort Laramie, -carrying the despatches and mail, that he suffered such hardships and peril..
